ON   THE   LAGO   DI   GARDA

Then *John' began to talk, and he talked continuously
like a foreigner, not saying the things he would have sai<
in Italian, but following the suggestion and scope of hi
limited English.

In the first place, he loved his father - it was *my father
my father' always. His father had a little shop as well ai
the inn in the village above. So John had had some educa-
tion. He had been sent to Brescia and then to Verona tc
school, and there had taken his examinations to become *
civil engineer. He was clever, and could pass his examina-
tions. But he never finished his course. His mother died,
and his father, disconsolate, had wanted him at home.
Then he had gone back, when he was sixteen or seventeen,
to the village beyond the lake, to be with his father and to
look after the shop.

*But didn't you mind giving up all your work?' I said.

He did not quite understand.

'My father wanted me to come back,* he said.

It was evident that Giovanni had had no definite con-
ception of what he was doing or what he wanted to do.
His father, wishing to make a gentleman of him, had sent
him to school in Verona. By accident he had been moved
on into the engineering course. When it all fizzled to an
end, and he returned half-baked to the remote, desolate
village of the mountain-side, he was not disappointed or
chagrined. He had never conceived of a coherent, pur-
posive life* Either one stayed in the village, like a lodged
stone, or one made random excursions into the world,
across the world. It was all aimless and purposeless.
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